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| hope it\'s not too badl 


Izzy knew he couldn't control his impulses. That's why, when a friend proposed to introduce him to the new 
Red Hot Chili Peppers guitarist he said no. He had already seen John, and the red haired man's eyes and mouth 
had captivated him. Every time he saw a RHCP video on TV he couldn't help but touch himself. Sometimes he 
had to do it in the bus with all his band-mates on the other side of the curtain. But that was not the las time 
he would have the chance to see the virtuous guitarist. 

The weird part was that john didn't make him feel any less about his own music, seeing other guitarist, way 
better than him made him feel uneasy, that fact marked his relation with Slash for the rest of their lives. But 
watching John play didn't unsettle him, it turned him on, the faces the younger man made while playing, as if 
he was having an orgasm, frugasm they call it. 

It was hot the day that GN'R were in the house and Steven came running to tell Izzy that Flea and John of the 


RHCP were coming to jam. Steven was so exited, it made Izzy smile. 


There was a knock on the door at 315. Izzy saw Steven answer it and Flea John came in. Izzy wouldn't 
remember later what Flea was wearing, but John had put on some tennis and sweat pants a wife-beater and a 
shirt on top. Izzy thought he looked ridiculous, but kept that to himself. 

He stood up to greet them. 

After a little chit-chat and some beers, they headed for the rehearse room. Flea had brought his Bass and 
John brought a guitar that had more craters than the moon Izzy leny him an amplifier and Steven couldn't 
help but tell "AW. John! | think izzy likes you, he doesn't let anybody touch his gear!!! let alone that specific 
amplifier!" 

They all laughed and Izzy felt his face flush. And hit Steven with a porn magazine that he found lying on the 
floor. 

The jam was good. Flea was the best bassist he had ever seen, even more that Duff, his style was a bit more 
funky, and he only had to look at John and they both knew what to do next. Izzy had never seen that kind of 
connection between two musicians. It was as if they communicated telepathically. Izzy was glad that he could 
sit down and nobody saw his erection, John was doing those faces all the time and he kept imagining himself on 
top of him entering him and getting that mouth to make that oh he so much loved. 

After two hours of playing and replaying most of the songs of the bands both groups loved they decided to go 
eat something. Izzy waited everybody to get out before he got up, but John took a little longer to unplug his 
guitar and Izzy could not wait anymore. He got up and when he was passing by the door John turned around 
and his eyes were inches away from Izzy's enlarged crotch, john looked up to the older man's eyes and smiled 
as he got up. When they were standing in front of each other -lzzy feeling like dying- he said: 

-having a pleasant time Mr. Stradlin?- He laughed and continued- | can see all the magazines you've got here, 
but | didn't think the place got you so worked uplll Hahal! 

-Hal Yeah! Well, you know.. | was just thinking of this girl | had here a few days ago- Izzy lied. 

-That sounds good! 

-Yeah she was!ll 

They went out and Izzy avoided looking at John the whole meal. After a while flea and John left and Izzy ran to 


his room to masturbate. 


The next time Izzy saw John it was during a after party of some awards, he looked practically the same, but 
he was way out of it on heroin. Izzy noticed even when he wasn't exactly sober. 


He didn't even try to talk to him knowing that it would do him no good. 


On the last night of 1990, Izzy was spending the holidays with his family and had sobered, he was still 
struggling but he was certain that he could win against the drugs, he had decided to get clean and stay that 
way. When the clock said it was midnight he thought of John and decided that the next time he saw the Chili 
he would do something about his feelings. No, he was not in love with him, but he really needed that mouth on 
his dick and if things were the same way since he last saw John, he won't last long to kiss this world goodbye. 


On the lOth of January Izzy decided that it was a good time to go and find John on his own. He contacted 
Steven and asked him for flea's number. And called flea to ask for John's. He lied about getting John to help 
him with a song to both of them. So he decided that he should tell the same to John. 

He didn't feel nervous, he didn't feel his heart beating faster, but he did notice his hands sweating, and it could 
not be Indiana's weather on January. It was freezing cold outside where he went to make the call a little more 


private. 


-lo? -was all he could hear of John when he answered his phone. 

-Hil John? It's Izzy.. Izzy Stradlin from GNR! 

-Oh! Hey! How are you? 

-Greatl.. well actually not so much! | hate to do this.. but | have to ask you for a favor. 
-Anything! Tell me.. 

-| wanted you to help me with a song l'm writing..- he said trying to sound embarrassed. 
-Yeah! That would be cool! That'd be fun! When do you want to come over? Or do you want me to go to your 
place? 

-Nah! I'll go.. you got anything tomorrow?-lzzy said hopefully. 

-No, tomorrow's good. Around three pm? 

-Great! See you tomorrow. 

-See you! 

Izzy hung up the phone, and smiled, he was set up. Tomorrow will be the day! 


The problem was that the following day started to soon for John. He had spent the night with a few friends at 
a bar and he was beyond recognition in the morning, he had taken it easy, only coke, but that kept him up all 
night and by the time Izzy arrived at his house he hadn't slept at all 


-Hey Izzy! -John said opening the door, 

-John.. thank you for doing this! 

-Anytime..- Izzy looked at John and realized that he was not OK, the symptoms were clear. John needed 
something stronger. 

-Everything OK? 

-Yeah! Come on inl 

The house was a complete mess. It wasn't too different from the Gun's house, everything was dirty and 
clothes mixed with old food. He took a look around and John noticed his face 

-Sorry for the mess.. I'm not a good housewife.. 

-Hahal No, you're not.. but you'll be sexy in the maid uniform! 

-Hahal! -they laughed but the look in their eyes was not one of a joke. 

An awkward silence fell upon them. And Izzy started to feel his resolve dying. 

-You want to get to work?- John said- you could go to the basement while | get ready- only then did Izzy 
notice the tremble in the other man's hands. 


-Yeah! Will do.. 


Izzy went down the stairs that John pointed to and started to plug his guitar not knowing what to do, since he 
didn't really have a song to work with John, their styles were too different, he couldn't think of anything. He 
realized he didn't think his plan through. As he was deep in thought he heard John walking upstairs, it sounded 
like he was looking for something desperately, opening drawers and moving things off the floor. 

Izzy took a look around and noticed a little bag on the side of an amplifier John had, that was what he was 
looking for. Then the idea came. 


-You looking for this?- Izzy said from the door to what he believed to be John's room. John went to get the 
bag from the other's hand, but it was held up out of reach- uh uh! you know that this is bad for you right? 
-Don't lecture me Stradlin, you were no better than me just a few months ago! 

-Oh! But | am nowl!.. look, let's make a deal.. you want your junk? 

John hesitated but answered-Yeah! 

-Then.. you'll have to prove it.. you'll have to work for it! 

-What? | already told you I'll help you with your song!- John was lost, he didn't know what Izzy was talking 
about. 

-No.. that's not the kind of work | want you to do. 

-What do you want then?- "awl! so naive, so lost from the world he is" Izzy thought. 

-Get on the bed- he ordered -Remove all your clothes! 

-What?- the look of horror in John's face was priceless. 

-You deaf? That is really bad for a musician!- Izzy took his belt and jacket off. 

-What are you talking about? I'm not whoring myself for my own dope, i already paid for itll! 

-Either you whore yourself or you don't get it.. face it John. you are not in shape to fight me, you can't even 
control your hands the way you're shaking. | could force you to do whatever.. there's nobody around to help 
you. Make yourself a favor and cooperate. 

-you are fucking sick! - 

-Maybe.. but for the rest of the day you are minel- The older man held the bag above his head and shook it. 
John didn't know what to do.. Izzy was right he could not fight him, but he could not give in to be used 
without fighting either. 

-You want me to do it for you?- Izzy asked. 

-No.- with that John got undressed. And went to sit by the bed. 

-lzzy got his belt and John's and with them he tied johr's hands to the bedpost, so the guitarist was facing 
down. 

He laid back so he could watch the musician as he was. His ass was in the air and he was trembling a little. 
He slapped the right cheek and John jumped a little. A whimper was heard. 

-Please Izzy, this is not funny anymore.. just let me go and we'll forget all about this. 

-Nope.. | have you here and I've wanted you for a long time now. Too bad | won't see your face when you 
came hard and nice for me.-Said the older man getting comfortable on top of the other 

-Please..-John didn't know anymore if the trembling was because of his lack of drugs or because he was afraid 
of what was coming. 

-Save the begging for later sexy!-lzzy whispered in his ear. 


-lzzy.. I've never..- John said and the older man knew exactly what. 


-Dont worry, | like you. | won't hurt youl- but that didn't make John relax 


lzzy lick his way down John's spine to his hole, he didn't waste any time and entered John with his tongue as 
soon as he got there. After he had gotten enough saliva there he inserted his right middle finger and heard a 
gasp. 

-You'll like it. | promise! 

-Please Izzy.. let me go! - John fought against his restraints. 

-| will.. and you'll have your dope then! Now.. behave a little for me would you? 

He inserted another finger this time and felt his own erection grow a little more when he noticed that John's 
mouth had been complaining but his dick didn't feel the same. -| will make you feel super good, and you'll never 
forget this! 

He scissored his fingers and added a third one. As soon as he felt John's breaths pick up he knew that the chili 
was ready for him. He grabbed his jacket from the floor where it had been forgotten and took a bottle of lube 
from the front pocket, right next to his smokes. 

He got in John easily with the slippery substance. It was tight, so tight it felt like heaven. 

-Do you want it? Huh? You want the dope? Tell me to fuck you thenl- Izzy couldn't control himself. He needed 
to hear that voice beg him for release. John didn't want to say anything but he felt his stomach start to 
clench and he knew that it only had one reason 

-Oh! God! Izzy! Please! Please! 

-What? What do you want? 

-Fuck! 

-Say it! 

-Oh! Fuck me! Godlll 

Izzy thrust harder and harder and kept screaming nonsense to John until he came inside the other. John did 
try to hold it, but there was no way his body could stop, he felt his insides flip and screaming he came all 
over his sheets. 

They stayed like that until their breaths were normal again and the older man untied one of John's hands and 
turned him around. 

-| liked it very much!- and leaned down and pressed his lips to the mouth that inspired so many jerk off 
Sessions. 

John just stayed immobile, didn't fight him, but didn't kiss back either, and a little of Izzy's heart broke. 

He just stood up and without even looking as the other untied his other hand, threw the bag on his chest and 
left. 


